D's painting #3 or Desire Ahead of Time 


pod 

what plays in pods 
a CLOSING 

just spun down 
baby 


like cashew 

tucks its shell unto 
inside 

what is shape 

but forming 

magic? 

mystery? 

keen to explode 


how it gets there 
in corpuscles 
pulses 

waves 

its form of breath 
a dream a fist 

a tree 

womb 

the duty of 
desire acquiring life 
ahead of time 


the tuber breaks the icy ground 
the tumor fans the life into its own 


in greed 
going forth 
join earth 


Love is 
aura 


Core 
all core 
thus 


none. 
Now is fraught 


with form. 

all 

we'll know. 

the codes gives subtle clues to make it up 


The deer's heart bursts with fall and 
ALL invention leaps 


The missing baby shapes the aching womb. 
Nothing's mortal when everything's immortal 
The shaping [pain is absent when it's there 
The woman by the widow sees each leaf 

the brittle holding on when she should weep 


The deep parts she can't go to alone and 
wants no other 


